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Prince Charming 


Every night was always the same for David: he ended up snoozing, curled into a ball on the red armchair of 


his house. 
He was tired, yet awake. 
He was waiting for his better half to come home but hours seemed to go by slower every night. 


Many husbands used to stay up shut up in their offices at that late hour to work. Unfortunately, Junior knew 


well his husband wasn't. 

Every time Dave would open the entrance door with a pesky creaking, often followed by a couple of dull thuds 
- his unconscious way to let Junior know he was home. He didn't really mean to kick the kitchen table or the 
night stand as well as he didn't want to bother David. Still he was very noisy. 

Every. Damn. Nght. 


David was pretty annoyed by his attitude. Yeah, he married him because of it. When they were younger, the 


redhead's prick attitude attracted the bassist, making him surrender and fall to Dave's feet. 
But now, now that they both were close to fifty, everything was different. Not for Dave, however. 


Every night, Junior used to hear him crawl into their bed, right next to his body. He pretended to be sleeping, 


but he was wide awake. 


Often, he felt the redhead's warm hands caressing his back, then his hips, then again his shoulders from under 
the pajamas. 


He would cry quietly whenever he heard those bittersweet words leave Dave's mouth. 

"Oh baby, you taste so good." he'd say, kissing his neck softly, his hard-on already pressed to his lover's ass. 
That's when hot tears would stream down Junior's face, burning his skin, followed by sobs of sorrow and 
anger. 

"Let me make sweet, slow, hard love to you, Junior. Let me worship you, my one and only love. Give me 
everything you've got, darling" he'd go on, kissing his back, a strong smell of alcohol leaving his red lips and his 
raspy voice stroking his lover's pride. 

David knew well those words were only filthy lies. He knew Dave was used to choose the best hotels where to 
spend his weekends and nights with his young lovers. He would put on perfume, dress up and meet them with 
his private limo. 

My one and only love my ass 

Never he would act like a liar with them, yet he would never be truly honest with David 

He needed David's love. 

He owned David's body. 

He worshipped David's smooth tights. 


Never he would treat Junior as he deserved for he was just his better half. They both knew Dave was a free 


spirit: he was charming, seductive, even wild. 


Never faithful. Never monogamous. And, above all, never home. 


